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had, however,, enough humour to make him see
the funny side even of seasickness. Once, before
crossing the Channel, he had listened to a friend
who recommended cider as a sure preventative.
It did not prevent him from being ill. Starting
for Ireland, he related that experience to someone
who was seeing him off, and was told, " That
must have been sweet cider ; you want something
dry." " So," said Hardie, " I got a copy of the
Scottish Parish Councils Act." That saved him,
even though two cattle-drovers sat by him in the
saloon and talked about eating raw fat bacon
and raw liver with blood running from it !
Often it has been suggested that Hardie was
without humour. No one who knew him, no
one who read him week by week in the Labour
Leader, could be so mistaken. His sense of fun
often obtruded itself into places where it caused
surprise, and, to solemn persons, annoyance.
In a list of rules for the organisers of political
meetings, he included these :
" Meet the speaker at the station and have a
nice fresh-made cup of tea j;eady for him. To
be lugged off to some dirty, sloppy coffee-house
does not put a speaker in the happiest frame
of mind.
<c Don't stop to introduce your c distinguished
friend * to every local nobody you meet. Your
distinguished friend is very bored thereby, and
resents being put on show.
" Have   the   ante-room   to   the   hall   open